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Summary: 


The one where Steve and Dustin are Drift Compatible 


Stranger Drifts 


Author's Note: 


Written as part of the Mix-It-Up May event on the 
30+ Fanfic Discord. We were challenged to write the 
opposite of "your thing". I went with action. Also, 
you'll find a much more confident Steve in this than I 
usually write, so. Just all kinds of things I'm not used 
to here! 


Big thank yous to everyone who helped me come up 
with ideas for AUs. When someone mentioned Pacific 
Rim, I immediately thought about Steve and Dustin 
being Drift compatible and knew I had to write it. 
And another thank you to Uri for helping me out 
with the title. I think it's fun! *-* 


Hope you enjoy this random little fusion! 
Steve's parents died when he was nineteen. 


They were out of town on business—but, then, when weren't they?— 
when a Kaiju came through the Breach and got past the Jaegers 
deployed to stop it. The monster made it into the city; the very one 
his parents were conducting business in. A city that had never been 
the target of a Kaiju attack before. A city that everyone thought must 
be safe. 


Most of them were, after all. 


In his whole life, and his parents' entire lives before that, Kaiju had 
never attacked their home town of Hawkins. And there were plenty 
of others—small towns and big cities alike—that had only seen 
anything Kaiju related in the toy aisle at their local Wal-Mart. It was 
supposed to have been safe. 


It wasn't. 


Everyone in Hawkins expected him to stay, after. Live off the money 


—money he hadn't expected to inherit given the talks he had 
overheard between his parents about cutting him off. His mother was 
against it, but Fred Harrington would only have been placated for so 
long before putting his foot down. 


Instead, Steve left. Enlisted in The Jaeger Academy. 


It wasn't about his parents the way the people in Hawkins—the ones 
who didn't know him beyond his face and name, the way most 
everyone in small towns knew each other—assumed. He missed his 
mom sometimes, missed the relationship they might have had if she'd 
lived to see him as an adult, a real adult. But there was no drive to 
avenge either of their deaths; they'd been gone so often that the only 
thing that had changed was the money in his account and that knot 
in his chest when he thought of his father coming home unraveling a 
bit at a time as Steve remembered that he wouldn't be. 


No, it was more about the others like him, but not; the ones who had 
lost loved ones and really felt it. An entire city destroyed; families 
broken. The world wasn't getting any safer from the Kaiju and they 
needed more people to fight them. He figured he would wash out; 
school, fighting, none of it had ever come easy to him. But he had to 


try. 


Eight years later, The Academy was far behind him and Steve? Steve 
was among the ranks of James "Hop" Hopper and Karen Wheeler; A 
Jaeger Pilot. 


A pretty damn good one. 


"It's a big one this time," Dustin said with a wide, excited grin. He 
punched Steve in the shoulder as he jogged past, only to turn and 
face Steve. The kid—not really a kid anymore at twenty-two, but 
damn if Steve didn't still see the over enthusiastic thirteen year old 
behind that smile sometimes—narrowly avoided knocking into 
someone, but continued to walk backward down the hall. "This is 
going to be awesome." 


"Yeah, yeah," Steve said around a yawn, running a hand through his 
messy hair. Even when he'd been new, Steve didn't think his energy 


levels ever matched Dustin's. He'd been this way since Steve first met 
him; it figured that even a year of doing this wouldn't have dulled his 
enthusiasm. 


Dustin rolled his eyes. "Come on, old man, wake up." 


"What did you call me Henderson?" Steve asked, glaring in a way that 
he knew wasn't intimidating when he was still waking up. 


"You heard me." That smirk was one hundred percent Mike's 
influence and Steve didn't appreciate it one bit. What happened to 
that teenager who practically worshiped the ground that Steve 
walked on? He missed that kid. 


"Old huh?" Steve asked, looking Dustin up and down. Dustin's grin 
and step faltered. "I'll show you old." 


He charged ahead, shoving past the kid with a friendly push. Dustin 
kept his balance. Steve heard him yell, "Hey," and the sound of 
hurried footsteps behind him, but paid neither any attention. 


The both of them got some looks as they ran through the halls, but it 
was nothing they hadn't seen before. Steve was long past feeling 
embarrassed about what people thought of him so long as he was 
getting his job done. Besides, it wasn't like Hop hadn't been way more 
obnoxious at his age—or so he'd been told. 


Steve slid to a stop outside the main doors. Dustin wasn't far behind, 
but when he caught up, Steve put on his best surprised face and 
asked, "What took you so long?" 


Huffing, Dustin punched him in the arm. Steve winked at him. 


The doors opened and Joyce Byers looked the both of them up and 
down before rolling her eyes. "If you're both done playing around, 
there's a Kaiju that needs our attention." 


They both straightened up, though Steve didn't lose his grin. "Just 
warming up, ma'am." 


"I'm sure," she said with a roll of her eyes. The corners of her lips 
twitched, though, as she turned around and led them into the room. 


She disappeared up the steps to the main control room, where they 
were booting the metal monster up. The room around them was lit in 
dim, blue splashes of light from screens on the walls and the panels 
above. It was familiar to Steve after years of this, but the excitement 
still glowed in Dustin's eyes whenever the two of them were brought 
in. 


Steve was still surprised Dustin had decided to join the Jaeger 
program, but even more so that he hadn't worked toward becoming 
someone like Bob Newby. Keeping an eye on the technical side of 
things; monitoring Kaiju signatures. The kid had always been too 
smart for his own good—smarter than Steve even when he was 
thirteen and hadn't reached high school. Putting Jaegers together; 
improving them as the Kaiju evolved each time they came out of the 
Breach seemed much more Dustin's style. 


He was grateful, though. Steve didn't think he'd ever had as good a 
partner. 


With the ease of practice, the two of them were suited up and taking 
their places in minutes. There was a lot of technical jargon spouted 
out after they were positioned. Steve followed along, answering on 
autopilot as he waited for the most important part. 


"Prepare for neural handshake." 


"Ready for this?" Steve asked, smiling through his helmet at Dustin. 
The kid mirrored his expression. 


"Always." 


Being in someone else's head—them being in yours—was the one part 
of the job that Steve figured he would never get used to. Even after 
years of being sent out on missions with people who were drift 
compatible, there was something about it. He figured that was just 
how it was; one of those things no one talked about when they joined 
the Jaeger program. That your head felt full—something he hadn't 
ever expected his head to feel, and hey maybe that was part of the 
problem—like it couldn't possibly fit any more of the other person in 
there with you. 


Then Dustin became his partner. The Drift was smooth with him in a 
way it wasn't with anyone else. They fit. 


The deeper the bond, the better the connection; that was what Steve 
had always heard. He'd been close with other partners before—hell, 
Robin Buckley was the best friend he'd had besides Dustin in a long 
time. But none of them came close to the level of compatibility he 
and Dustin shared. 


Dustin liked to tell people they were brothers and it was hard to 
argue the point when families—siblings, especially—always seemed 
to connect and fight better, more fluidly, than anyone else. 


The usual rush of memories flooded Steve's mind; a young Dustin and 
his mom playing together with their cat, Steve telling a couple bullies 
to knock it the hell off—so many more memories of him, but from 
the other side with Dustin's impressions of him attached—and flashes 
of the time Dustin spent training to get to where they were right now. 


It always seemed a bit unfair; Steve got to feel Dustin's excitement 
and see so much that was good and he knew Dustin didn't get the 
same from him. The excitement was there—Steve might have been 
used to this by now, but he was still fighting monsters, doing 
something important—but he knew he didn't have nearly as many 
happy memories to share in return. Still, Dustin never complained. 


Dustin turned to look at him just as Steve did the same and he knew 
they were ready to go. 


"Neural handshake strong and holding." 
Hell yeah, it was. 
"Your orders are to keep the Kaiju from reaching..." 


Steve listened with half an ear, already knowing what they needed to 
do. As they took their first step forward with the Jaeger, he felt a 
familiar rush of adrenaline. That Kaiju didn't stand a chance. 


The Kaiju shouldn't have stood a chance. But Dustin hadn't heard 
wrong about its size. The thing was big. Bigger than either of them 


had gone up against before. 


Steve pulled to the right, Dustin moving with him, to dodge a swipe 
of one of its massive claws. Not for the first time, Steve was grateful 
for—and more than a little awed by—the speed with which their 
Jaeger was able to dodge blows 


"Got any other bright ideas?" Dustin panted. He brought his left arm 
up to block an attack that had their Jaeger sliding back under the 
force. They crashed against the waves and created some of their own 
in the process. 


At least they hadn't let the thing get any closer to shore. 


"Hey, the plasma cannon should have worked!" But apparently this 
wasn't just the biggest Kaiju that Steve had gone up against; it was 
the strongest. Or at least more resistant to their weaponry than he'd 
ever heard of. It seemed like every time a new Kaiju surfaced, they 
were a little harder to take down. Someone in the Jaeger program 
better be working to bring their machines up to match. Soon. 


As they fought, the world outside their Jaeger was painted in the pale 
blue of early morning. There was something about seeing a Kaiju in 
the light of day that struck Steve as wrong, no matter how often they 
attacked in daylight. They were monsters; creatures from depths of 
the ocean where the sun's light couldn't penetrate. They weren't 
meant to see a sunrise. 


Steve planted his feet and felt the Jaeger match his movements, 
slowing their slide back. Holding his arms out in front of him, he and 
Dustin shoved forward. It was almost surprising when the creature 
fell—maybe it was getting tired, too. Steve sure as hell hoped so. 
They needed all the advantages they could get against this thing. 


"The sword," he said, wishing he could wipe the sweat from his 
forehead. His helmet was warm; the whole goddamn suit was too 
warm. Just another reason to bring this thing down as soon as 
possible. 


Dustin whipped his head in Steve's direction before turning back to 
keep his eyes on the Kaiju. "Are you serious?" 


"You're in my head, what do you think?" 


"I think you're insane." But Dustin pressed the red box on the screen 
closest to him. The sword shot out from the arm on Steve's side in a 
loose chain that straightened out and solidified into a weapon. 


An automated voice declared, "Sword deployed." 


Not a moment too soon. The Kaiju charged straight for them. One of 
its arms geared back as it prepared to swipe at them again. Moving in 
tandem, Steve and Dustin widened their stance. Steve swallowed. He 
didn't like how unconcerned the thing was. It didn't even try to go 
around. Stay out of their reach. But there was nothing for it; they had 
to do something. 


Just before the Kaiju reached them, he and Dustin swung their arms. 
Steve held his breath; felt Dustin's desire to do the same. This had to 
work. The sword sliced through the thing's body with enough force 
there was almost no resistance. The Kaiju screeched, an unnatural 
sound that sent a shivering chill up Steve's spine even as it cut off. 
Blood that glowed an unnatural neon blue spewed out of the wound. 
The water around them took on that same glow as the Kaiju dropped. 
It gave a final gurgling wail before sinking under the waves. 


Steve gave a breathless laugh. "I can't believe that worked." 
"You were the one who suggested it!" 


"Dude, that thing took two hits from a plasma cannon and shrugged 
them off." 


Dustin shook his head and muttered, "Insane." 


Steve didn't take it personally; he felt Dustin's relief—and a fondness 
Steve knew well by now—in his head. 


Joyce's voice came over the comms, "The signature is gone. Well 
done, Rangers." 


"Thank you, ma'am," Dustin said before looking at Steve. "Let's get the 
hell out of this thing. They'll be sending the clean up team any 
minute." 


"You read my mind." 


Dustin rolled his eyes, moving his whole head along with them. Steve 
laughed. Another Kaiju stopped before it could cause any more 
destruction and they still had the rest of the day ahead of them. It 
wasn't a bad start to the week. 


Not bad at all. 
Author's Note: 


Please let me know what you thought about it in the 
comments! (Kudos are also very happy-making <3) 


